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2. Soul. But the King bath a heauy reckoning to make, 
If hi* caufe be not good ; when all thofe foulcs 
Whofe bodies (hall be flaughtcred here. 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place. Some (wearing ; 

Some their wiuc? rawly left ; 

Some leauing their children poore behinde them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay,if a man fend his feruar.C 
As Fadtor into anocher Country, 

And he by any meanes mifearry, 

You may fay the bufinefle of the Matter 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall inco any ieud a£fion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the matter is not to anfwer for his feruant. 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubie&s ; 

For they purpofe not their deaths, 

When they craue their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them : 

Others the broken feale of Forgery, in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out-ftrip the law, 

Yet they cannot efcapeGods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 

Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore 1 would haue euery fouldier examine himfclfe, 
And wafh euery moth out of his confcience, 

That in fo doing, he may be the readier for death j 
Or not dying,why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

$.Sonl. [faith he faies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne head. 
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<ef Henry the fift. 

I would not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to luftily tor him* * 

k L Wel!,I heard the king wold noeberanfomd. 

2, Soul. I he faid fo,to make ys fight ; 

But when our throats be cut, he may be ranfomd, 

A j£lf I Sue » fee that, lie neuer trufl his word againei 
3,5a«/.Ma(Te you’! pay him then, 

Tis agreat difplcafure that an elder 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 

Ora fubiedt againft a Monarch. 

/ou*l ncretakc his word againe, you are a naue.goe* 
King.Vootxcprook is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were ft not at this time I couldbe angry. 

2. Soul . Why let it be a quarrell if thou Wilt. 

KingMovt (hall I know thee ? , , 

2. SohI. Here’s my gloue,whichifcuer I fee in thy nat, 
Jlc challenge thee,and ftrike thee. 

King.Hcte is hkewife another of mine, 

And affure thee ile weare it. 

2.Soul. Thoudar’ft as well be hangd. 

3. Soul.Be friends you foolcs. 

We haue French quarrels cnow in hand. 

We haue no need of Enghfh broy les. 

King.T'a no treafontocut French Crowncs, 

For to morrow the King himfclfe will be a clipper. 

Exit the fouldiers* 

inter to the King, Gloccslcr fpngham, 
and Attendants* 

King.O G6d of battels ftcele my fouldiers harts. 

Take from them now the fence of reckonin g. 

That the appofed multitudes which (land before them. 
May not appale their courage. 

O hot too day, not too day O God, 


Thinke 


